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the horse clattered a few paces on the hard setts and then
came up with a jerk in a dark side street. She had not long
to wait before Dunkerley came, his hand under George's
elbow. " Come on now/' he said. "The dance is over. It's
two o'clock/' It was only half-past eleven.

Dunkerley did not speak to her during the journey.
Folded in her cloak, she sat aloof on one seat; he, on the
other, kept an arm round George who dozed and snored,
his head sagging on his chest, and occasionally mumbled
incoherent words. When they got home, Dunkerley paid the
cabman, helped George out, and propped him against the
door. "Don't worry," he said. " He'll be all right in the
morning/'

Then he walked away without so much as a good-night.

This was a Saturday night in 1873. The next morning
nothing was said between George Satterfield and Agnes
concerning the events of the night before. George com-
plained of a slight headache and said he would take Grace
out in the perambulator. Agnes went alone to morning
service at St. Ninian's. When she was returning, she saw
Daniel Dunkerley on the other side of the road. He was
wearing the black suit he had worn last night, but now
lacked his remarkable tie and gloves. He wore a bowler
hat. With him was an old man, tall and white-haired, thin
and erect as a flagstaff. He wore moustaches of great length,
but there was no droop in them. They stood out as though
on an internal structure of wire, and the ends were twisted
to needle-points. The old man looked something of a dandy.
He wore a tall beaver hat, a frock-coat buttoned so tightly
that he appeared to be compressed within a tube, and yellow
gloves. His boots had shining toe-caps and lavender cloth
uppers, and he carried a short malacca cane. Moreover,
unseasonable though it looked, there was a flower in his
button-hole. But what struck Agnes most in that fef
glimpse was the rigidity of the old man's figure and that &e
wore no overcoat. The damps of last night were gone, but
frost made the sunny air seem like a bright keen knife.

Agnes, with her hands in a muff of cheap fur, with a
feather boa fluttering round her neck and a garden blooming
<m the strncture of straw and wire that almost concealed let;